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down to Brighton and the Isle of Wight.     The
Eiver divides him, as he says, from the East, from
the States;   and  the  current jest, everywhere  to
be heard from Atchison to Salt Lake, runs, that a
man who means to cross the Missouri is going on
a trip to America.    Dressed in his high boots, his
slouch  hat,  his  belt,  his  buffalo-skin, his bowie-
knife, and his six-shooter, a Western boy feels for
the unarmed, sober, unadventurous men  dwelling
on the  opposite bank of the Eiver,  the  sort  of
proud  contempt  which  an  Arab   beyond  Jordan
cherishes  for  the  settlers in Galilee, spiced with
the fierce hatred which a Spanish hidalgo dwelling
east of the Duero, feels for the Portuguese pedlars
crawling on the western bank.

Now, that question of drawing the eye-teeth
is one about which I hold to an extreme opinion.
Five or six years ago, when calling on my old
friend Landor in his Florentine house, and ex-
pressing my joy at finding him so hale and bright
(he was then eighty-four), I heard in reply to my
congratulations, these noticeable words :* " My dear
fellow, say no more about it, I have lost four of my
teeth." When I smiled, the veteran added, " Do not
laugh at me; 1 would rather have lost all my in-
tellect than one of my teeth." On the whole I
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